THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

entering the hubbub of the school, accosted some boy in his class, saying
idly: "Well, how goes it? It's history and geography this morning. We
shall have another boring hour with old Marin."

Jean-Noel wore plus-fours which came practically down to his ankles,
and pointed shoes with crepe-rubber soles. This gave him a reputation
for considerable elegance among his fellows.

By the end of the morning, when his hands were filthy with ink,
chalk and dust, and he had earned top marks for recitation, and, under
the chestnut trees hi "the recreation yard, a frizzy-haired, fat-bottomed
boy had told him a number of dirty stories which neither of them pre-
cisely understood but which nevertheless aroused in them a sort of
disturbing excitement, Jean-Noel got into the big Rolls again at the
school door. He had the satisfaction of knowing that, among the
numerous cars which came to fetch the pupils, his grandfather's was the
most splendid, more splendid even than the limousine belonging to the
Argentine Ambassador.

Young, elegantly dressed mothers kissed the foreheads of their sons,
who were irritated by this public display of tenderness. Elderly nannies
tried to lead surly children away, or indeed were preceded by proud
little personages affecting independence. The unhappiest of all the
children were those who were fetched by their grandmothers.

Jean-Noel, with an air at once nonchalant and determined, made his
way through the little crowd of women and children gathered on the
broad pavement of the Avenue Henri-Martin by the corner of the
Rue Decamps; then, having waved his hand to the frizzy-haired, fat-
bottomed boy, who was going towards the Metro staircase, he fell back
on the cushions of the Rolls, imagining that he was already a great
banker, an ambassador, a general or a famous academician on his way
to luncheon after having dealt with a number of important matters,
which could not indeed fail to happen in the future, since his family
was full of men with these imposing attainments.

The car stopped again at the Rue de Ponthieu, where Marie-Ange,
pretending to be impatient, was nevertheless taking a great interest in
the stories of a girl with yellow hair, who was boasting of having been
kissed by a man.

"You ought to try it; it's very nice, you know," she said. "Besides,
there's no danger. It's only when you go to bed with a boy that it's
dangerous. One day I'll give you a kiss if you like, just to show you,
but of course it's not the same thing with a girl."

What exactly did men do when they went to bed with a woman,
and what were the gestures and sensations of that forbidden, secret and
mysterious universe?

The chauffeur banged the door, the tyres whispered on the tarmac.

It was the hour when the children from the Board schools also went
home, dragging their heavy shoes along the pavement or hitting each
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